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it's back hello 


Author's Notes: 
SO. THIS FIC WILL BE A /LOT/ OF TIME SKIPS. HOPE THAT DOESN'T BOTHER ANYONE. BUT | PROMISE ITLL HAVE 
A HAPPY ENDING <3 


Also just to make it easier Imma change Axl to not turning into a recluse and gaining weight and being made 
fun of by media etc etc because that stuff makes me sad. So, just letting everyone know that the eventual 
present day stuff will obviously not be accurate. 


Nikki stared down at the pieces of paper scattered along the table, taking a deep breath before crumpling them 
up and throwing them into the nearby trash can. Back to the drawing board. The band had an album to release 
or they were done for. Well, probably not. But the label was really pushing for them to get something done. 
Their first album since they all got off drugs, and all that dumb shit. 


He eventually finished enough songs for a solid album, holding one of the papers in his hands as they shook He 
made sure to write one about Axl. They still hadn't uttered a word to each other since he left his home 


almost a year ago. He would see him on TV, on posters, etc, but he hadn't actually heard his voice or felt his 


presence around him in person. It sucked. But Nikki was patient, and would wait as long as he needed to. Even if 


it meant forever. 


Not that he hadn't been trying to move on. There just wasn't anyone else that caught his eye. Vince had really 
been pushing him to get out there and meet someone, mostly just taking him to strip clubs hoping that he 
went home with someone. He never did. Sometimes he'd get sucked off in the back room or something, but 


even then he felt guilty afterwards. As if he was cheating on Axl. 


The song he wrote was appropriately titled "Without You", and made sure to make it gender neutral enough for 
no one to really suspect it was about a man. Also vague enough to not raise any suspicion to Vince. No way in 


hell he would sing the song if he knew it was about Axl Rose. Hopefully he didn't ask any questions. 


He set the pile of papers down and decided to call the others, just to let them know he was done so they could 
come by and add their own little bits and pieces to them. It was supposed to be a group effort, after all. Not 
that he minded writing music. He actually loved it. Helped him vent in a healthy way to avoid going back to 
heroin Axl would hate him if he did that. 


Hell, he already did hate him. Probably. 


Nikki still had his number. There were a few times he started to dial him up while he was drunk, but he 
always hung up before it hit the third ring or Axl picked up. There was one situation where he answered and 
said "hello", but Nikki panicked and quickly hung up before he became suspicious. 


He continuously hoped that one day Axl would change his mind and just show up at his front door, suitcase in 
hand. Every time the doorbell rang he became excited, that excitement quickly evaporates whenever it's one of 
his own band members or (god forbid) a door-to-door salesman. He had snapped at a few of them 


unintentionally. Made him feel bad. 


Making his way up to his room he dug through one of his drawers and ended up coming across a red 
bandanna, just like the ones Axl used to wear. This was probably just one he left behind when he left in a 
hurry after him and Vince fought. Was he sniffing it? Yes. Was he probably going to hold it whenever he fell 


asleep for the next.however long he was gone? also yes. Did it make him a fucking weirdo? Definitely. 


Nikki held the fabric in his balled up fists, suddenly breaking down into tears. He hated this. He hated every 
part of it. He just wanted Axl to come home. This was home. Not wherever the fuck he lived. Home was with 


Nikki. He had to have known that. 


Please, Axl. Nikki loves you more than you could ever imagine. But maybe he was over him already. Axl was 
young, beautiful, and in his prime. Why the hell would he come back to someone like Nikki? That didn't mean he 
would stop hoping. 


He ended up laying down on his bed, bandanna in hand. It was with that he ended up (literally) crying himself to 
sleep, holding the last memento he had of Axl's against his chest. 


use your illusion 


Author's Notes: 
l'Il take a break from the time jumps for a while. Might do another one to just after the album releases in a 


couple of chapters. Also | have totally new ideas for this story so it's gonna be sad for a while longer. SORRY 
EVERYONE. 


It had been fucking hard. Axl had felt like an empty shell of a human being the past nearly 2 years, and he 
didn't know how to solve it. Well, the obvious solution would be to call Nikki, say he was a fucking idiot, and ask 
to get back together with him. But as everyone knew, life was not that easy. There were way too many 
variables to even start to consider, and he didn't see this improving Nikki's life. He should be happy without 


him. 


But there was that song. He KNEW that song was supposed to be about him, or at least it was implied. 
‘Without You’. Who else would it be about? Unless Nikki had moved on and wrote it about some girl he ended 
up falling in love with. Vince did express his preference for him being with a woman instead. Yeah, that was 


probably it. 


The redhead was currently crouched over a table in his living room, various half-naked women just sort of. 
roaming around. He couldn't handle being alone after he split it off with Nikki, so these women were the next 


best thing. Gave him a warm body to sleep next to every night, even if it was never the same girl twice. 


Coping with women and alcohol couldn't have been healthy by any means, but he didn’t care. He was just at the 
point where he was furious. Mad at Nikki for letting him get away, mad at Nikki for not defending him properly 
against Vince, mad at Nikki for making him fall in love in the first place. But. part of him still loved him, and 


would take him back in an instance. 


Axl quickly shook his head, eyebrows furrowed as he scribbled down a few more lines of a sorg. The first 
album was almost written, but they wanted to release two at the same time-- so he had his work cut out 
for him. He decided to dedicate a few to Nikki--- well, indirectly. ‘Don't Cry’, since he did still love him. But also 
‘Bad Obsession’, considering the bassist had torn his heart out of his chest and ruined his life. Ahem. 


He ended up writing one last song about Nikki, titling it ‘You Could Be Mine’, which was at least partial shade 
over the fact that Nikki fucked everything up for them. Well, it wasn't all his fault, but Axl couldn't stand the 
total guilt he felt whenever he suggested that he might have overreacted a little bit. No, Nikki was supposed 
to defend him and he didn't do that. His fault: 


One of the girls (he didn't remember her name, think it was Christy or something. Christine? Caitlin? It started 
with a C) ended up sitting down in his lap, wearing very few articles of clothing. Not like he had anything better 
to do. Maybe he could unwind and forget about Nikki fucking Sixx for a couple hours. 


Axl ended up tumbling into bed with her, and then a couple of other girls after that. Surprised his dick still 
worked. He didn't even really feel anything when he had sex with them, it was just a way to pass the time and 
keep his mind off anything Nikki-related. Felt sort of bad for the women that probably thought they were 


special, but he couldn't tell them that they weren't and he was just overcompensating. 


Eventually those girls left and another group came trailing in, Axl working on giving them all drinks while they 
gushed about how “amazing and talented’ he was. Yeah, like they really cared. Each and every one of them 


were just praying that he liked them enough to use them as arm candy. 

There was one girl that actually caught his eye. Her name was Erin, and she was honestly fucking beautiful. 
Long brunette hair, long legs, a rice ass, and a gorgeous smile. Not to mention that she was funny. Axl ended 
up laughing for the first time in months because of her. Maybe he didn't need Nikki Sixx after all. He could just 
spend all of his time with this new girl. 

Yeah, he ended up fucking her that same night. And the night after that. And the night after that. 


Who was Nikki Sixx again? He didn't remember. 


And he didn't want to. 


rocket queen 


Erin was great. No, she was more than great. She was possible everything he could look for in a woman, and 
then some. She never had friends that would put him down, didn't do heroin, wasn't a huge partier, and actually 
seemed to care about his feelings. No, he still wasn't bitter about Nikki or anything. That would be silly. Axl 
was TOTALLY FINE. Not overcompensating. Haha. 


Speaking of Erin.. 


She was currently sprawled out in his bed while he took a shower, being as cute as ever. In all honesty, she 
had been staying with him for a week straight now, only going home to grab a few things and then come right 
back to his house. No, she wasn't moving in. He would never allow that to happen so quickly. Maybe. He's a 
pretty big pushover, and Erin could be very persuasive when she wanted to be. 


He exited the shower and wrapped a towel around his waist, stepping into the bedroom to spot Erin. "There's 
my girl" he announced, Erin shooting up to look over at him with a big grin on her lips. "Here | aml" she giggled, 
making grabby hands for him. Wow, how adorable was she’. Axl put on a pair of basketball shorts and climbed 


into bed, Erin immediately wrapping herself around him like latex. 


Wow, he missed having someone to spend time like this with. 


Nikki was currently pacing back and forth, staring down at the magazine article clutched in his hands. Tommy 
was sitting on a nearby sofa, looking both uncomfortable and terrified all at once. "Look, man. | just thought 
you would want to know---" he mumbled out, the bassist spinning around to face him. Oh man. Pray for 


Tommy. 


"He's already moved on? With some young, cute model? The fucking daughter of Don Everly just to make it 
even worse? This is great. Fucking. Great” he seethed, throwing the magazine back at Tommy to which it was 
caught and gingerly placed on the sofa. Jeez, Nikki. Calm down, 


Tommy sighed, rubbing the back of his neck. Calming down a pissed off Nikki Sixx wasn't his favorite activity in 
the world. Especially whenever it had something to do with Axl. He was totally unhinged when it came to him. In 
all honesty, the dude had been a mess every since their break up. Been writing a LOT of sad songs, calling 


Tommy up drunk and bawling his eyes out, you name it. 


"Nikki, dude. I'm sure it's just a fling. He's probably just sleeping around because he's hurt. Give it time. He'll 
come around." He said, getting up and patting him on the shoulder soothingly. Nikki let out a loud sigh and looked 
at his feet, slowly shaking his head. "I really don't think so. If all the fucking magazines are going on about it 
then Im sure it's serious. He's over me, dude. | blew it for good" He bit down on his bottom lip, shoving his 


hands in his pockets. 


All Tommy could do at that point was give him a hug and a sympathetic look before heading out the front 
door, letting him know that he would be there for him before going home. 


Nikki ended up collapsing on the couch, throwing that dumb magazine across the room and reaching for the 


bottle of Jack underneath it. No, he wasn't an alcohol. 

Kidding, he totally was. 

He just missed Axl. He missed him so much. He missed his smile, his laugh, even his attitude whenever he got 
pissed off about something. Wasn't the same without waking up to Axl ranting and raving about burning 
himself on the stove, or stubbing his toe against the sofa, or just being generally pissed off about nothing in 
particular. His snappy little attitude was what made him unique. 


Please come home, Axl. Nikki loved you more than anything. 


//!'m so sorry that this is so poorly written I'm just trying to get back into the swing of things! It'll get 


better soon, promise! 


black leather 


It had been a few months since him and Erin had started dating. They ended up breaking up after a few 
months, mostly because her dad didn't like his whole ‘bad boy’ persona, and Erin was a total daddy's girl who 
just thought it would be easier to break up. Whatever, her loss. 


But now he was alone. Again. He didn't like being alone. Erin was a nice distraction from the eating feeling in his 
gut that was Nikki. Did he still have feelings for him? Of course he did. Why wouldn't he? But it was too 
complicated. Not worth going back to. It seemed everyone he dated had someore else in their life that despised 
him. First it was Nikki's vocalist, then Erin's father. Maybe it would be better to just give up in the dating 


game. 


But he didn't have time for dating anyways. Albums were getting released, and they needed to start planning 
out a world tour. Well, according to management a world tour was something they had to do. As in, they had 


no option. Don't you just love record labels? 


The rest of the band had ended up coming over to celebrate, all bringing their own respective bottles of 
alcohol to help get the party started. Slash was currently hanging off of his arm, grinning like an idiot. "Cute 
kid" He mumbled, patting the top of his head before slowly peeling him off. 


Glancing out the window he could have sworn he saw Nikki standing there, bouquet of roses in his hand. But as 
soon as he stepped outside he was gone, so were the roses-- except one lonely flower petal. That was. 
ominous. Maybe he was just seeing things because he was drunk. Yeah, that was it. 


Axl went back inside and sat down on the couch, looking around and rubbing his jaw absentmindedly. "Do you 
miss him?" a voice beside him blurted out, turning to see that it was Duff-- bottle of jack in his hand. Sweet, 


sweet Duff. He was only able to laugh bitterly, taking the bottle out of his hands to steal a swig for himself. 


"Yeah, man. Of course | do. But that's messy territory. | don't want to deal with that right now. Especially not 
with everything we have going on in the band" He stated, gesturing to the stack of albums in the corner of 
the room. Maybe he should send one to Nikki, just to be extra petty. That's what he was best at. Breaking 


people's hearts. 


Duff frowned, resting his head on his shoulder and patting his leg. "Don't you even worry about it, man. We'll 
go on this tour, and you can fuck all the sluts and groupies you want. You don't need Nikki." Wow, that sure 
made him feel better. In all honesty, he didn't even care about the sex with Nikki. They actually didn't fuck that 
often. He just liked spending time with him. 


At least he was the inspiration behind a lot of songs that are bound to be hits, right? Making other people 


happy is all that mattered to him now. Considering he was miserable. 


Nikki didn't know what he was doing there. He wasn't invited. No one wanted him to be there. But he just. he 
needed to make sure Axl was doing okay. That he was happy. Without him. As selfish as it sounded, he wanted 


him to be miserable. He wanted Axl to need him. Because he needed Axl more than ever. 


He stepped out of his car, bouquet of roses in hand. Cheesy, right? Axl Rose. Roses. Guns N' Roses. Okay, 
maybe he wasn't the best at making romantic gestures. But it was the thought that counted. He glanced down 
at the flowers for a moment, starting to reconsider this. Especially when he saw everyone else inside. He 
couldn't face them. He just couldn't. 


Fuck. He just made eye contact with Axl. Mayday. Abort mission. Axl couldn't know he was here. He immediately 
turned his heel and ran back to his vehicle, driving away just as his ex-boyfriend stepped outside to see what 
was going on. 


He misses you, Axl. He just didn't know how to show it. 


//\rnao i'm really slacking | am so sorry that these all suck but i love u all xoxoxox 


i remember you 


Now, this was the last person he expected to have contact him out of the blue. Not that the other members 
hated him or anything, but because Axl essentially banned them from having any contact with Nikki, to make it 


easier for himself apparently. 


It was Slash. Slash was calling him at | in the morning. He'd been home for a few hours after nearly making an 
idiot of himself at Axl's house, and had only just recovered from the initial embarrassment and anxiety over 
nearly being caught. Did this mean Slash saw him standing there and was about to call him out on it? Should 
he just pretend to be sleeping and hope that he doesn't ever bring it up to anyone? Nah. He wasn't a pussy. 


Nikki reached over for the phone and answered it, hands shaking. There was nothing to be afraid of, right? It 
was just Saul. He was a nice guy. Never had any quarrels with him. "Hello? Nikki here." There was a light 
chuckle on the other side, along with some distance music. "I's your home phone. Of course you're gonna 


answer." Slash pointed out, making the bassist inadvertently blush. 


"Whatever. Uh, why are you calling? Is Axl okay?" Look at him, immediately asking if Axl didn't get himself in 
any trouble. Still so worried about him after all this time. There was silence on the other line for a few 
moments, and Nikki went back to being anxious. "Well, yeah. | guess. He's alive. In the kitchen right now." He 
sounded like he was whispering, so he assumed that Axl didn't know this phone call was happening. 


"I just wanted to tell you that he's not over you. | think. | don't know. He told me that he wrote Don't Cry, You 
Could Be Mine, and Bad Obsession about you. They all have different themes so.. take it as you will, | guess." He 
sighed softly, sounding pretty exhausted. "I don't know about the other tracks. That's just what | was told. He's 
pretty wasted." Of course he was. That sounded just like him. 


Now Nikki was confused. Don't Cry was a seemingly romantic song, with lines like ‘Don't you cry tonight / | still 
love you, baby’ whereas there was You Could Be Mine which had lines like ‘Cause you could be mine, but you're 
way out of line’ and Bad Obsession with lines like ‘Too bad you're fucked up' So.. how DID he feel? This just left 


him with more questions than answers, honestly. 


He almost forgot he was still on the phone with Slash until he coughed awkwardly, and Axl's voice sung out in 
the background. "He almost saw you, by the way. Came in here swearing up and down that you were outside 
his house with roses. | convinced him otherwise, but you could have been in trouble." he whispered quickly, 
foot steps approaching. Oh, so he was right. Slash DID spot him outside of Axis house. At least he helped him 


out. 


Nikki was about to reply before hearing Axl speak, closer than he was earlier. "Slashhhh. Stop calling your 
girlfriend or something. Come party with mel" he was a drunk, giggling mess. All he wanted to do was go over 
there and snuggle him. He loved cuddling with Axl when he was drunk. It was adorable. "See ya" Slash muttered 
into the phone before hanging up, the line going dead. 


He groaned loudly and slammed the phone down on the receiver, dragging his hands down his face. Thanks, 
Slash. Now he was just left even more confused. Nikki popped the CD into the player, skipping through tracks 
until reaching the three the guitarist said were allegedly about him. Don't Cry was such a romantic song, yet 
the other two were the opposite. 


Axl /was/ manic, which might explain the very opposite themes of the songs. But which one was genuine, 
then? The one saying he was still in love with him, or the ones saying he was insane and fucked up? Or both? 
He wouldn't disagree with him. He was definitely insane to not fight for Axl like he should have, defend him 
against Vince like he should have. Ugh. 


Nikki turned off the player and stomped back upstairs, wanting to get some sleep before trying to devise some 
plan to try and get his baby back. Maybe Slash could help. He would need it. 


broken record 


He was still cooped away at Axl's place, not really feeling like going back home yet. The singer's place was a lot 
nicer than his, anyways. May as well milk his hospitality for as long as possible. He had received another phone 
call from Nikki, essentially begging for him to get him and Axl back together-- for lack of a better term. He 

agreed, begrudgingly, just because he was honestly annoyed that the two of them were so goddamn stubborn. 


As if on cue the sleepy vocalist stumbled into the living room where Saul currently resided, looking over at 
him and laughing a bit. "Still here, eh? Can't get enough of me or what?" he teased, sticking his tongue out. Axl, 
as cute as you are, he wasn't into being a home wrecker. Even if you and Nikki broke up. There's a bro-code 


that would be getting broken in /so/ many different ways. No thank you. 


"l'm just using you for your nice house. Shut up." he mumbled, sitting up and stretching his arms out. Axl 
hummed contently in acknowledgement, not seeming to care too much. "Everyone only likes me for my house!" 
he pretended to whine dramatically, draping a hand over his eyes. "Nikki didn't" Oops, did he just say that out 
loud? OOPS. 


He watched as the other man paused, whole body freezing up before a visible shudder moved throughout it. 
Weird. "That's because he has a big fancy mansion" He didn't sound mad, at least. Maybe a little bit envious. 
Axl wasn't the best at conveying social cues. Unless he was angry. Like, really angry. Furious. "Should have just 
stayed there. Place was hugeeeee" he was trying to be as subtle as possible, but subtlety wasn't Slash's 
strong suit. 


Axl laughed bitterly this time, staring right at him with his sleep-filled eyes. "I'm not gonna break up with 
someone and continue to live in their house, dude. That's just weird" he said blankly, lips in a flat line. "Uh... 
then don't break up with them, duh. Easy solution. I'm sure he'd take you back so you can run around his 


mansion" WAY TO BE SUBTLE, SLASH. GET BETTER AT THAT, PLEASE. 


"Who says | even want him to take me back? l'm not a desperate case that needs a place to stay. l'm 
financially sound on my own" He grumbled, clearly not wanting to speak about his ex-boyfriend any longer. 
Slash actually liked is face sometimes, and really wanted to keep it looking nice like this. "Yeah, but | was just 
saying. sure the guy still has feelings for you. | mean, look at you. You're a good package." Stop hitting on him 
while trying to hook him up with his ex, Saul. That wasn't appropriate. HE DIDN'T MEAN TO, AXL JUST HAD 
THIS AURA THAT MADE PEOPLE WANNA FUCK HIM. 


Axl stood up and fixed his shirt, shrugging his shoulders. "If he had feelings for me then he would have fought 
for me. Simple." He stated, shrugging his shoulders and heading back upstairs. Okay, well, he sort of had a point. 
Why was Nikki waiting years to do something about it? He had more than enough time to pull his head out of 
his ass. 


Slash sighed and dragged both his hands down his face, watching Axl walk away and deeming this first pep talk 
as very unsuccessful. Well, maybe he was the last person Nikki should have went to for help with being a wing 


man, since all he really did was hit on him and barely make an attempt at getting them back together. He was 
mostly just afraid of flipping a switch and having the redhead snap at him. Dude was feisty when he got 
pissed, okay?. 


He heard something smash into the wall upstairs, assuming Axl broke another vase and was having a hissy fit. 
Well, at least that vase wasn't his face. He was fine with that. As far as he was concerned, that reaction alone 
was enough to indicate that he wanted Nikki back. Why else would he care about his name being mentioned so 


damn much? 

He was gonna need to visit Nikki. He was getting his shit together, and Slash was going to make him. For Axl's 
sake. They were both goddamn messes, but he personally cared about his own vocalists’ happiness over Nikki's. 
Nothing personal, but they weren't exactly the best of friends. So, if Nikki was the person that truly made Axl 
happy, then he was going to do his damnedest to get them back together again 


Slash was on a mission. 


//okay so this may be Slash's POV for a little bitlll its still most def a rikki/axl fic :) 


prostitute 


Slash stood outside Nikki Sixx's infamous heroin house with a nervous expression on his face, since he really 
wasn't sure how his idea was going to go. His plan was to get Nikki, bring him to Axl's house, hide him in the 
bedroom, then get Axl to go into the bedroom, and THEN lock the door and just walk away until they talked 
everything out. Seemed simple enough, right? But there were so many things that could go wrong. Like, Axl 
could murder Nikki. Who knows. He wouldn't put it past the guy. Hopefully they didn't fuck. Slash didn't want to 
hear that. 


He knocked on the door and took a step back, waiting for a few moments until the bassist opened the door and 
rose an eyebrow. "What are you doing here?" he quipped, clearly having just woken up. Slash rubbed the back 
of his neck, stepping inside and turning to face him again. How was he going to go about explaining this? "Well, 
you have to come with me. To Axl's house. l'm gonna lock him in a room with you and make him talk about his 
feelings or something. Are you down?" He babbled out, hoping that he didn't get punched in the face or looked 


at like he was insane. 


Instead, he smiled. Nikki seemed totally into the idea, already heading upstairs to make himself look a little bit 
more presentable. "Great ideal I'll be right back!" he shouted from the top of the staircase, leaving Slash to 
stare at his boots and shuffle them against the floor. At least someone thought his idea was good. Axl was 


going to kill him the moment he realized what was going on. 


Nikki appeared before him again in record time, dragging the poor guitarist with him as he walked up to his 
car. "I'm gonna win him back. Thank you so much for helping me." he mumbled, getting into the drivers seat 
while a disoriented Slash strapped himself into the passenger seat. He was. way more excited than he expected 


him to be. Which was.. good, right? 


The moment they pulled into the driveway Slash held up a finger, getting out of the car and opening the front 
door. Good, Axl seemed to be in the shower. Perfect timing. After giving Nikki the a-okay to come inside he 
snuck him right into the vocalist's bedroom, closing the door and waiting for Axl to finish with his shower. 


Axl didn't expect to have Slash standing right outside his bathroom. He nearly punched him in the face. "What 
the fuck, dude. | didn't even know you were here." he grumbled, towel secured around his waist. He began to 


head to his bedroom, before Slash grabbed his arm in what seemed to be an act of desperation. Uh. Excuse? 


"Hey! Uh, sorry for barging in. | just. missed you? Yeah. Missed you. And stuff. Anyways! I'll get out of your 
hair. Maybe drink your whiskey." He let go of Axl's wrist, watching him furrow his eyebrows in confusion and 
walk into his bedroom. As soon as the door closed Slash ran over and locked it, before the vocalist could even 


protest. 


Axl was nearly about to take off his towel before seeing his ex-boyfriend sitting awkwardly on his bed, jumping 
back and realizing the door was locked. "Slash? Hey, Slash? Did you seriously lock me in here with this fucking 
assholel? | can't believe you!" He screamed, although he knew it wouldn't do him any good. He took a deep 


breath, scrambling through his drawer to sneakily get on a pair of sweats before dropping the towel. Can't 


argue while you're basically naked. 


Nikki immediately threw his hands up in protest, scared that Axl was going to throw something at his face. 
Not the face, please. "Axl? Axl, calm down. Look, he just wants us to talk. Which we need To do. Please?" he 
watched as the redhead visibly deflated, looking over at him with tired eyes. His poor baby. He looked so.. sad. 


"What is there to talk about, Nikki? We're over. We've been over for years now. You settled with me and it 
wasn't working. Your friends hate me, and it just. It didn't work. | don't want to talk about this." He stared up at 
the ceiling, and Nikki was genuinely impressed at the lack of swearing and physical assault. He thought that he 
would have a busted lip by now. "I didn't settle. | still don't get why you think that The other guys love you, 
Vince is just a big baby for no reason" He sighed, watching Axl pace back and forth. 


"Did you write those songs on Use Your Illusion about me?" he randomly blurted out, stopping Axl dead in his 
tracks. That was unexpected. Ah, Slash probably opened his stupid mouth again. "Some of them, yeah. It's not a 
crime to use past relationships to inspire songs. People love sad, sappy shit" He stated, which wasn't a lie. They 
tended to be relatable and resonated through a larger crowd of people. 


Nikki stood up, walking up to Axl and placing his hands on the other man's shoulders. "Axl. Remember the last 
thing you said to me? You told me you loved me. Do you still feel that way about me now?" He whispered, 
looking right into those big, blue eyes. Gorgeous boy. He would never find anyone that was prettier than Axl 
Rose. 


That was a loaded question, jeez. "Uh... | mean. well." He was stuttering, too focused on the fact his shoulders 
felt like they were on fire from Nikki's touch. Big hands. Strong, big hands that made him feel safe. He could 
certainly handle his own, but it was nice to feel like someone cared about you. “That's. Nikki.." his bottom lip 


was quivering, as if he was about to cry. 


‘Its okay. Come here." He murmured, leaning down and tilting Axl's chin upwards. So close. Their faces were 
mere inches apart by now. Slash was long gone, having unlocked the door and hid himself away in Axl's office 
some time ago when he didn't hear any glasses shattering. "You look pretty when you cry." Nikki whispered, 
closing his eyes before pressing their lips together. 


He missed this. 


paradise city 


It had been a few weeks by this point, and Slash was pretty fucking proud of himself. He single-handedly got 
Axl back together with Nikki. All it took was locking them in his bedroom until they worked out their 
differences. Well, he heard arguing, mumbling, and then moaning (before he unlocked the door and got the fuck 
out of there). so it was safe to say that it went fine. Nothing for him to worry about anymore. 


Nikki had already started to partially move Axl back into his house, bringing over small things for him to use 
whenever they stayed the night. It would only be a matter of time before the redhead was back at home 
permanently, and he could not wait for that to happen. He was staring at the fridge with a blank expression 
before feeling arms around his waist, smiling since he knew just who it was. "Hey, sugar. You gonna cook me 
something?" a deep voice purred out from behind, and Nikki spun around to give him a sloppy kiss on the cheek. 


"Of course.” 


He still felt like he was dreaming. Axl was back in his house, walking around in his underwear and an over sized 
t-shirt just like before they broke up. His red hair was sticking up in every direction, yet still looked so 
goddamn fluffy and soft. He wanted to run his fingers through it. Axl even had a bit of a stubble by now, and 
it honestly made him look hotter. His little lumberjack. 


After going through all the effort of actually cooking something he presented Axl with a stack of pancakes, 
sitting down beside him and huffing loudly. That was too much effort. If it wasn't for the big grin on Axl's face 
right now, he wouldn't have even bothered. But everything he did was to see the smile on his face. Oops. 


Back to being all domestic like before. Nikki just prayed that Vince could keep his big mouth shut this time. It 
was his fault their relationship had fallen apart in the first place. Ugh. Crazy how easily Axl could get set off. 
All it took was one stupid comment, and bam! he was out the door. Have to walk on egg shells from now. All of 


them would. 


Maybe they should just get married. Yeah. If they got married, then Axl couldn't just up and leave whenever 
he felt like it. Was this an extremely toxic mindset? Yeah, probably. But it seemed as good of an idea as any, in 
his head. Now he needed a ring. And fast. The sooner he proposed, the better. They could drive to Vegas. The 


world was their oyster, or whatever. 


Without even giving Axl an explanation he leapt up and grabbed his car keys, mumbling something about 
‘something he needed to do before it was too late’ before darting out the front door. Poor baby would be so 
confused, stuck at his house by himself all morning. Who knew what was going through Nikki's head. anyways. 


Not even Nikki knew what was going through his head, honestly. His life was a mess and he was trying to 
preserve his relationship to keep it from crumbling into dust. A proposal only sounded rational, did it not? It 
didn't. At all. But don't even bother trying to explain that to him. His mind was made up. He went into the first 
jewelry store he found, getting a big, fancy wedding band for his groom-to-be. Didn't even bother looking at 
the price tag. That wasn't important. What WAS important was getting him to a chapel. Woot woot. 


Axl had no idea what was waiting for him tonight. He would be in for a major surprise. All he had done that 
morning is lounge around in Nikki's home, and even stepped into the garden to try and.. do something with it. He 
wasn't very successful, but it was the thought that counted. Maybe he could finally convince Nikki to hire a 
gardener, plant some fruits and vegetables maybe. Ugh, he sounded like a housewife. (he was about to become 


one, oops) 


It wasn't until nearly 6pm that he heard Nikki burst through the door, hair sticking up in every direction and 
looking incredibly panicked. "Axl, marry me." He blurted out, holding out a velvet box and gripping the nearby 
railing from the staircase. "Marry me. Now. | have the car. We can go to vegas. | refuse to let you slip away 
again. Please. We have to do this. I'll fucking die if you don't say yes." Wow, a threat. That. didn't make him feel 
very good. 


Axl nearly dropped the glass he was holding, staring down at his lack of pants. ".Now?" he piped out, and Nikki 
sighed. "Yes! Now. Just. get in the car. Please? We can do this. We're doing this." What the hell was even going 
on? Marriage was a serious commitment! He couldn't just. do this to him! But Axl didn't know what to do. So.. 
he listened. He nodded and ran upstairs to grab some pants and shoes, pulling them on haphazardly as he let 


Nikki drag him to the car. Was he high again? Please don't tell him Nikki had been using. 


He stayed quiet for the entire car ride, letting Nikki shove the ring on the finger. It was pretty, in all honesty. 
Really pretty. So he admired that instead, ignoring the fact that he was still terrified out of his mind. This 
wasn't how he imagined he would be getting married, at all. The drive wasn't that long, at least. Mostly because 
Nikki had been speeding. Nearly crashed a few times. Oops. 


Axl was in a daze as they hurried into the chapel and Nikki demanded someone marry them /that instant/, 
feeling himself get rushed into one of the little rooms as the priest read out the generic mumbo-gumbo with 
a monotone voice. All he was able to force out was "I do" when asked, and closed his eyes when Nikki pressed 
their lips together. Wow, so romantic. It wasn't until they were given a marriage certificate that Nikki let them 
go home, Axl now with this huge pit of anxiety residing in his gut. 


What just happened? Why did he let it happen? Did he even WANT this? Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck. 
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The moment they got home Nikki went upstairs and passed out, obviously not wanting to do much of a 
celebration as far as their new marriage went. Axl visibly deflated, rubbing his eyes a bit. The ring touched his 
cheek and he nearly flinched, almost forgetting he was wearing it. 


He appreciated the ring for what it was worth, honestly. It was a fancy band, littered with diamonds along the 
top. Must have cost Nikki quite the fortune, which made him feel guilty. This entire marriage was just one 
giant guilt trip to him. Not that he didn't love Nikki. Of course he did. But all of this felt wrong to him. 


Axl could feel his hands clam up. He began to pace along the long hallway downstairs, counting each step just 
so he could avoid losing his mind. He was way too young to be dealing with this much stress. Sort of. This 
wasn't a bad age to be married, really. Perfect time. But not like this. Nikki forced him into it, not even giving 


him a window to say no. How could you just do that to someone you love? It was awful. 


But Nikki wasn't a bad person Well, at least Axl didn't feel that way. Although he was now second guessing 
everything about his new husband. What made him snap like that? Why did he feel that they had to get 
married THAT very moment? There wasn't any rush. They loved each other. Or, that's what he thought. 
Maybe he saw him as a trophy, and wanted to put a ring on it just so no one else could have him. No, that 
was ludicrous. Right? 


He sat himself down, placing his head in his hands. A mess. This was just one, dumb, giant mess. Axl was a 
mess. Any time he thought he heard movement upstairs, he jumped a bit. Not that he understood why he was 
so scared. Nikki had never hit him. Surely he wouldn't begin to do such a thing to him now. But.. he had heard 
stories of men being sweet and caring until they got married, then they turned into abusive pricks. So, now 


that worry was pooling in his mind. 
Great. 


Axl quickly shook his head and stood up again, grabbing his jacket and patting his pockets for his wallet and 
keys. Couldn't sleep. Needed to get away. Sorry, Nikki. Your husband wasn't in the habit of leaving notes before 
taking off. Not that he would be too worried about him. Just married him for fun, anyways. He laughed 
bitterly to himself, before getting in his car and driving wherever he wanted. Away from here. Away from 


Nikki. 


The wedding ring was on the living room table. Nobody needed to know what he just endured. Everyone would 
find out in due time, of course. It would be in every little tabloid. ‘Rockstar Axl Rose gets married to Motley 
Crue bassist Nikki Sixx??? Get called a faggot more than he already had been. Vince would make his life a living 
hell, of course. More so than he already had. He left Nikki in the first place to save him, save him the trouble 
of dealing with Axl and all of his childish bullshit. 


He was only proving him right, was he not? Driving off into the night to act reckless with no real goal. Nikki 


was going to be furious when he finally returned home. What the fuck was he thinking? After nearly swerving 
off the road he paused, clutching the wheel until his knuckles turned white. Dying tonight wouldn't make 
anything better, Axl. Come on 


But he couldn't go home. No, not tonight. There was no way he could face Nikki right now. He would be waking 
up eventually, notice the ring on the table, and probably tear the house upside-down trying to find Axl again. 

Or, he had already seen it. That was a risk that he wasn't willing to take. Once he had calmed down he drove 

himself to a nice hotel, checking in for the night and paying the nice lady at the front a little extra not to tell 
anyone he was staying there. Anonymity, and all that. 


As the door to his hotel room closed he collapsed against it, sitting on the floor with his knees tucked under 
his chin. He was a grown man, and he ended up running away to some hotel because he was scared of 
commitment. What kind of husband was he supposed to be? Not a good one, apparently. It was too late. Axl had 
dug his grave, and it was time to lay in it. Face the consequences in the morning. For now, it was time to finally 


get some sleep. He had a lot to deal with tomorrow. 
Sorry, Nikki. Axl was a piece of garbage. 
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The next morning slowly but surely rolled around, Axl waking up on the floor curled up in a ball. Huh, this was 
a good look for him. Sleeping on the floor of his hotel room while running off and hiding from his husband. 
Everything felt so. wrong. This was fucking horrible. He should have never run away from Nikki. He loved him. 
Of course he loved him. Why would marriage be such a bad thing? But he was so, so fucking afraid. Who knows 
how Nikki would react to having him turn up out of the blue? 


He glanced down at his naked ring finger and shook his head, placing his head in his hands. 


Saying that Nikki was freaking out would be an understatement. He was having a full blown panic attack. Felt like 
his heart was going to stop. His husband was gone and he even left his ring behind Not even a note as to 


where he was going. On top of all that, he took Nikki's fucking car. He liked that car. Piece of shit. 


He continuously went outside and called out for him, and dialed every one of his band mates for help. None of 
them knew where he was. Should he call the police? Was this something they would deal with? Was Axl 
officially a missing person? How long were you supposed to wait again? Ugh. Fuck his life. Maybe he should 


have never proposed. 


That was exactly the problem. He proposed, and in turn essentially forced Axl into a marriage he did not really 
have a say in No wonder why he ran away. He was probably afraid. And, quite frankly, he couldn't really blame 
him. But he loved Axl, and he did want to marry him. He just. panicked. Got scared that he would change his 

mind and leave again. So, at the time, entrapping him in marriage sounded like a good idea. But now he realized it 


wasn't. 


But he could make it better. He knew that he could make it better. Just.. show him how much he loved him. 
Axl loved him back, right? They could make it work He didn't know what he would do if he lost him. Shit, what 
if he was dead? What if Axl drove his car off of a cliff or something? He needed to find him. Nikki would find 
him no matter what he had to do. 


Good thing he had more than one car. 
He ran out the front door with his car keys in his hand, grabbing his other (and significantly less cool) car 


from the garage and began to speed down the street, mind racing with possibilities. His poor Axl was out there, 


all by himself. Probably upset. And afraid. And anxious. Ugh. How could he let something like this happen? It was 


all his fault. Fucking idiot. 


He tried bars, first. No such luck. Where the hell could he have gone? Axl only cared about two things: his 
band, and his liquor. Considering his band mates had no idea where he was, liquor was his only other option. 
Could have stayed in a hotel. But there were only like. hundreds of those in Los Angeles. Oh well. Guess he 
would be spending the day searching each and every hotel, hoping SOMEONE could lead him as to Axl's 


whereabouts. Please. 


Nikki had purchased a bundle of roses on the way of his search, starting with the hotel closest to him and 
making his way through the city. So far, no one had seen Axl. He was losing hope. Maybe this was Axl's way of 
breaking up with him. He would receive divorce papers in the mail by next week. Then he would come out of 


hiding and be on top agair: Single and happy. Nikki was only holding him down He always had been. 


It seemed he was about to give up hope when he spotted his car in the parking lot of one of the last hotel's 
on his list, eyes lighting up. Finally. He found Axl. This meant he was safe, with shelter. Food. A bed. Not dead. 
This was a good sign. Nikki grabbed the bouquet of (now mostly wilted) roses and burst through the front 


door, scaring the woman at the front desk Oops. Sorry, lady. He had a marriage to save. 


"Can. |. help you?" she asked, watching as Nikki tried to regain his composure. "Axl. My husband. He's staying 
here. My car is outside. He used it to come here. Can you tell me what room he's staying in? It's important" 
He insisted, holding up the flowers to further emphasize his point. Help him. You were his last hope, random 


blonde lady. 


She seemed cautious at first, but appeared to take pity on him. "I wasn't supposed to tell anyone where he was 
but.. he's on the Tth floor. Room Tb" She muttered, Nikki quickly shouting "thank you!" before running over to 
the elevator, nearly breaking the button with how hard he pressed it. Axl was here. Axl Axl Axl. His baby. His 
angel. God, he was so happy that he could shout from the rooftops. 


The ride up to the Tth floor felt like it was taking forever. Hurry up. Eventually the doors opened and he looked 
around feverishly, fixing his hair and adjusting his clothes. Can't walk around looking like he just stepped out of 

bed. Even if he had. Whatever. Nikki took a deep breath before walking down the hallway, approaching the room 
he was allegedly staying him. 


After counting to three he knocked on the door, hearing footsteps as his heart rate sped up. He clutched the 
flowers in his hand, ready to literally get on his knees and beg for forgiveness. After a couple of minutes the 


door opened, and Axl looked like he hadn't slept a wink. His eyes were puffy and red. His lips were swollen. Wow. 


"Hey, Axl. | want you to come home. | love you." 
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After what felt like hours of talking, coaxing, begging, and anything else Nikki could possibly think of. Axl agreed 
to come home with him, and even put the ring back onto his finger. He wasn't even sure how he pulled that 
off, but it seemed like his charm still worked when he needed it too. They left the hotel hand in hand, not too 
concerned about what news tabloid would find out and blast their relationship for the world to see. They both 
decided it was pointless trying to hide something that they had no reason to be ashamed off, after all. It was 
only a matter of time before fans realized neither of them had publicly dated anyone, or even cared about 


groupies. They would get suspicious. The sooner they came clean, the better. 


Once they were home Axl walked into the living room and grabbed his wedding ring, putting it back on his 
finger and inspecting it closely. It looked. right. On his finger, where it had belonged the entire time. Any 
worries he had felt the past couple of days had totally disappeared. His body was tingling with warmth, and he 
knew deep down that this was where he belonged. But he did tell his husband that he would be damned if he 


tried to make a housewife out of him. 


‘lm a lot of things, Sixx. But I'm not a fucking housewife. I'll kill you if you ever expect to come home to me 
wearing an apron and baking you cookies." He announced, which only made the bassist snicker and roll his eyes. 
Axls attitude was never going away, and he had accepted that. His attitude just made both their lives all the 


more interesting. Wouldn't marry someone that was a complete bore, now would he?. 


The media did quickly pick up on their marriage, and Axl had to deal with a lot of shit from people calling him a 
‘faggot’ and things of that sort. But the support from friends was shockingly overwhelming, so a few stupid 
words didn't bother him... even if he ended up throwing a few punches. Yeah, Nikki was usually the one dragging 
Axl away from a dude with a bloody lip. Just the lovely perks of a marriage, right’. 


Other than that, things were going great. Axl was having less meltdowns, although there were still nights when 
he would lock himself in their bedroom and the bassist would be forced to sleep on the couch. He was slowly 
but surely convincing him to see a therapist, but he was currently only going once a week, which wasn't nearly 
often enough. Medication was another thing entirely, but he couldn't even begin to mention that without the 
redhead yelling and storming out the front door. So, maybe another time. 


Their marriage had its ups and downs, but his stupid and hasty decision was still by far the best one he had 
ever made. He loved Axl Rose, more than anything else in the world. He knew he would be fine as long as he 


had the vocalist by his side. For as long as he lived. 


